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wv To be Continued TurEsDays and FRIDAYS... 





Cantet, amat, god guifque ; \evant & Carmina Curas. 


Let each his Paflion, in his Verfe relate ; 





Onyme. Nesters. 


Vere, foftens every adverfe Turn of Fate. 





_ or 


asi foe TuespDay, MAy 20. 1739. 





of my Readers, which might flag, 
§ fhould I confine it too long on the 
Avarice and Folly of our Thea- 
trick Sovereigns, or proceed with- 
out a little Intermiffion, to confi- 
mS der the Condition of their Sub- 
OSNF jects, the Actors, I thall, for this 
Day’s Entertainment, open a poetical Packet, for 
which I am indebced to feveral Correfpondents. 

THE firft comes from a Gentleman who has one 
Effential Quality in a Poet, viz. A Competent Share 
of FasuLous KNow ence. If I thought I fhou'd 
not offend him, I wou’d fay, the principal Merit of 
his Performance is, to have rabbed tome of the ancient 
Poets agreeably, and told their Stories over again in a 

manner. However, as there is fomething in 
his Manner, I don’t doubr but it will prove entertain- 
ing tomy Readers. 





"*Eevas thou warn'ft Myrrha with inceftuows Fire, 


And mad ft ber in a weeping Tree expire. 
Unlike the Supplice guilty Scylla provd ? 
When thee, Ob Minos! and thy Form fhe low’ 
Now barking neath the Waves the Montter row. 
And with ber Cries affrights the neighb’ring Shores 
Thee Sappho, Canace, Ariadne blame ; 
And thou Jocafta, Oedipus bis Shame ! 
Thee Oenone curs’d, when Paris rov'd, 
And falfe to her, for fairer Helen, prov'd. 
Thee the World hates. and thy peruicious Arts, 
Thou vile Corrupter of ingenuous Hearts ! 

Lo. Me Jove obeys ; Hermes refigns his Rod: 
I frame the Hero, and inform the God. 
Me Pan ador’d, when thro the fhady Grove, 
He importun’d the flying Nymph with Love, 
Swift o'er Lycea’s Mount the Virgin flew, 
"Till Ladon’s Streams, her Parent-flood fhe kiex. 
She pray'd, nor pray’d in vain, the God decrev.’, 
Aid the Maid ended in a.trembling Reed. 
Me wifbing Girls, that they may happy prove, 


DIALOGUE between Love and Frienpsuip. JS Intreat ; they pray, and all their Pxay’r is Love, 


Ww ERE genial Airs their breezy Wings di[play'dy 
And fann'd the rifing Harveft of rhe Glade, 
Love wand ring, Friendthip iv a Valley, found 
Afleep, and nodding oer the fragrant Ground. 
Pleas’d at th’ Advantage, Love his Quiver took, 
And drew the fatal Arrow — Friendthip woke. 
Love. What art thou? Speak. 
Fr. Friendfhip I am: Thy Name ? 
Lo. Men call me Love, and I am great in Fame. 
Fr. Great art indeed; but ob! to me bow fuall! 
Can what their Ruin is Men Greatnefs call ! 
Lo. Who ruin’d moft — Let Hiftory relate, — 
There may thy Vot’ries read their gloomy Fate,— 
Thus the Triumvirate Mex Friendthip zame, 
Mote thay a Nation's Funeral became ; 
Had Egypt's King prov'd to his Friendfhip true, 
Pompey bad liv’d, nor ow'd bis Pate to you. 
Fr. Call? thou that Friendfhip? Thou as aiecll 
may ft name, 
Love, Luft; Right, Wrong; zd Innocency, fhame. 
Begone — thy-Pow'r is vain, thy Namé’s a Cheat ; 
Thou'rt born by Sloth, and nourifh’d by Deceit. 
Twas thou imad’ft Paris Menelaus betray, 
And Clytemnettra Agamemnon flay : 
By thee Lucretia’s violated Charms 
Were riade fubfervient to a Tarquin’s Arms 


Me, cautious Lovers that with filence tread, 

Invoke, ere they attempt the genial Bed. 

Me Earth, Sea, Air, me Hell, me Heav’n, obey; 

Thro’ all Eternity I ftretch my Sway. ‘ 
Fr. Thro’ all Eternity, my Pow’'r extends, 

And Heav’n is happier by its God-like Friends. 

Th’ Elysian Fields, th’ illuftrious Shades admire, 

Virgil re-tunes his long-regletted Lyre. 

Azain Fineas in the Circus fands, 

Aud for the Sports [eles the choiceft Bands. 

The Games begin, fwift as the Eaftern Wind, 

Nifus /Loots out, aud leaves the reft behind. 

He falls, and on the Plain extended lies, é 

And pulls thee Salius, ashe Prives to rif? 

Made glorious by Defeat, loud Shouts attend 

Euryalus, who conguers by bis Friend. 

Here Pylades with bis Orettes roves, 

No more Hermione diflurbs their Loves. 

Theleus 0 more to Tartarus defcends, 

Bat in Elyzium clafps bis God-like Friends. 

Lock’d in Mezentius Arms young Laufus tan ts, 

And laughs and Vol{cens at his airy Bands. 


Both. 


Then let us eX our Strifes, and both agrec ; 


FRIENDSHIP and Love fhon'd ne'er DIVIDED be , 
VVies 
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Tue following little Ode, compos’d, as my Cor-~ ' 3. 
refpondent ae me. off-hand, has fomething of the A Strife enfi’d==The Prize Two gain — 
Anacreontick Turn of amorous Delicacy in it, which Their — with rad ag —_ 
"G 4 Vain, 
e 





Horace has fo well imitated in fome of his Odes, and ind, that long bdi 
deferves a. Place here.” (oy ‘a e ORY 4 2" ¢ , on on bermore 

bal wet WA i. 2 ¥ ~~ | 2 
a ; Ain? Recover'd foon Sah Place be ey'd 


ODE— (fH (A Place where Gods might be ! ) 


ET others fing the Toils of State “ Stay where you are, he fcoffing cry, 
Fepaldl rs 3 urge sie iri Grest-aa._____-& Elere’s Darts. enough forme. _ 
Others again, in pompous Verfe | . | | 
The Warrior's Attions may rebear {eo 08 2g laft,’ with which I fhall clofe'my Mifcellany 
Me, the Soft God of faft Defres, of. dio Dan aa celine tel " 


A gentler Theme of Verfe in{pires ; 
Chloe’s Charms he bids me fing, 


And ftrike for her the trembling String. To Sir Lyonel Broomftick. 





Forgive me, gentle God of Love, 
If oss I difobedient vs Lt 31 ® Hh a | May 15th. 1735, 
Of Chloe’s Charms, how can I fing ?  F Hope I fhall not make you my Enemy, if I fer 
Too low my Voice, too weak the String ! ° out, rong | ou, I’m a paffionate Lover of 
“ Mufick, fince, if I judge right, you only quarrel 


I do not know under what Species of Poetry to “ that there is no Senfe mix'd with Sound. _ 

rank the following Piece. It oe ae Roesntiies am “Asa Remedy to that —_ I have ventured 
Sting in the Tale, and comes neareft that of any. —‘ ¢ TY> if an Ode of Horace could not be turned into 
I with my Readers may not think it too eveil/é, as my _,, 2 Cantata. If you approve of my 
Correfpondent tells me in his Letter, he fears they , ™aY be encouraged to undertake the reft of his 
may; Mr. Bavius,. or Mr. Conundrum, might per- Odes, which will have a double good Effect ; F irft 
haps remark, and quote Authorities to prove, thatthe ( it will = gta, er Objections ufually raifed 
Poet has not kept true to the Hiftorical Fad, forthat againft Mufick, by adding Senfe to it; And, fe. 
Fupiter, in that one Night, crowded the Duration of  ,, condly, of es ra e as familiar’ in the 
three, and of Courfe the Fair one’sReply to her Huf- (* Mouths of our fine Gentlemen and Ladies, as Fe- 
band is not juft. I cou’d alledge, in behalf of my rinello’s moft admired Songs. | 
Correfpondent, from the Example of other Poets, : tn 
that he has kept as clofe to the hiftorical Fact aswas C A N T A T A— In Imitation of the sth Ode 
neceffary, and that a fcrupulous Conformity to Truth of the 1ft Book of Horace, afcribed to Pyrrha.,, 
in Hiftory, is not to be expected in a Poet. But I aN 


think the Criticifm trifling, and fcarce deferving of RECITATIVO. 








an Anfwer at all. N Beds of Rofes, Pyrrha,: fay ? 
sah ; What well-fhap’d Youth perfum’d with Oil, 
A CurTaIn LECTURE. vy In fome cool Grott, Excluding-Day, 
. ) a Urges thee clofe with am’rous Toil ? fa 
A S many Shapes, the Thund’ring God put on, For whom thus carelefs knot thy Hair ? : 


So many Wives, or Virgins, were undone. More charming in thy want of Care! 


A Fable of Antiquity — to prove mq 
Thy potent Charms, Variety! in Love — AIR. 4 ein 
So blooming Lais, newly-wedded, cryd, . . How oft fhall he, ill-fated Youth ! ; gat 
Stretch’d in the Nuptial Bed, by Corno’s Side— With Tears regret thy Breach of Truth ? 

Corno, who knew the fatal Minute near, Thy faithlefs Gods ! and Sea, at laft, 

Turn’d gently round, and whifpring in ber Ear, By Tempefts and black Winds Cercaft ! 


< (Witnefs Alcmena!) in the Huspanp’s moff—” Who, cred'lous, thinks thee now like Gold ! 
Hoping, thou (vdin Hope!) wilt be 
Ever lovely, ever free! 

Fond Youth! He little knows 

The treach’rous Wind that blows ! 
Haplefs they! that in their Arms, 
Clafp thy unexperienc’d Charms ! 


RECITATIVO. 


cc Jove pleas’d in all ; but, to osnan' mf Which ey unus'd, with Wonder all behold / 


“ True, faid the Charmer, but what had he done, 

“ Jove did the Duty of three Nights in one.”— 
Ab! poor Old Corno! What avails thy Plea? 

Who, what Jove did in One, can’t do in Three! 


Tue next little Piece is after the Manner of the 
celebrated Mr. Prior, ae will not be Vow eae to 
thofe, who give the Preference to entleman’s y th d 
way of Writing, without Injuftice to any Poet now pig Fa panel i io ie ii 


alive. There too, the Votive Picture _/hows 
. 5) > 
The Quest. 4% Once Ship-wreck'd, Vil to Sea no more. 


Tuo’ this Gentleman; has kept true to the Senfe 
of Horace, and preferyed fome of the Beauties of his 
Expreffions, I cannét confent to his going on with the 
reft of his Odes, -in this manner, unlefs he can reftore 
the ancient Mufick to which they were fung in thole 
Times, which, I dare fay, would be different from 
Their little Bofom’s beat , our prefent Tafte of Mubick, and might be of ign’ 
All Three afpire to gain the Prize, Service to Truth, in Harmony. ! 

Where they {ure Darts might get. Pp. f 


, 


I. 

[*% fearch of Darts, that tipt with Fire, 
Might human Hearts i e; 
Three Loves, as wicked as their Sire, 

To Chloe’s Chamber came. 


2. (E : 
Fird at the Sight of thofe dear Eyes, > 
& 
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